iff 


r-j ‘The Noble Klnfmerf. 

3 may be ptowd. She takes ftrong note ofme. 

Hath made me necreher ; and this bcutcous Mornc 
(The prim’ll of ail the yeare)prefents me with 
A brace of horfes.t wo fuch Steed s might well 

Be by a pairc of Kings backt,ina Field 

That their crownes ticks tride : Alas, alas 
P oore Cofen Palanton^oote prifoner,tbott 

So licile dream'll upon my fortune, that 

Thou tbinkll thy felfe, the happier thing.tobe 

So neare Etniliajs\t thou deem ft at Thebs, 

And therein wretcbed,although free ; But if 
Thou knew’ftmy Miftrisbreathdon me, and that 
I ear’d her language , livde in her eye; OCoz 

W hat paffion would enclole thee. . 

SnterTalamon as cut of a Btt[b i with his Shiti'kisi \ vtm 
his. fift at Arcite. 

F alamort. Tray tor kinfematt. 

Thou fhouldft perceive my pafiion,if thefe fignes 
Of prifonment were off me,and this hand 
But owner of a Sword •• By all othes in one 
I, and the iuftice of my love would make thee 
A coafcft Tray tor, o thou molt perfidious 
That ever gently lookd the voydes of honour. 

That eu’r bore gentle Token ; falfeft Cofen 
That ever blood made kin, call'll thou hir thine? ' 

He prove it in my Shackles, with thefe hands. 

Void of appointment, that thou ly’ft, and arc 

A very theefe in love,a Chaffy Lord 
Nor worth the name oT viilaine .‘ had I a Sword 
And thefe houfe clogges away. 

Arc. Deere Cofin P alamort, 

TaL Cofbncr Arcite, give me language, fuch 
As thou haftfhewd me feate. 

Arc. Not. find ingin 
The circuit of my breaft.any grofle ftuffe 
To forme me like your blazon,holdsme to 
This gentleneffe of anfwerjtis your pafiion 
That thus miftak.es, the which to you being enemy. 
Cannot to me be kind .- honor, and honeftie 
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Of a true Gentleman. 

£ ^"^rhavebc.nc.,,. jtoftiN 
How much 1 dare.y’ave feene me ufe my Sword 
Aaainft th’advice of feare: fare of another 
You would not heare me doubted, but your filence 
Should breake out, though i’ch Sanctuary.. 
jP l Sir 

I havefeeneyou move in fuch a place, which well 
Might i uftifie your manhood, you w ere calld l taire 

A good knight and a bold ; But the whole wceke s not 
Ifany day it rayne :Their valiant temper 
Men loofe when they encline to crecherie. 

And then they fight like compelld Beares, would fly 
Were they not tyde. 

Arc . Kinfman.you might as well 
Speake this, and ad it in your Glaffe,as to 
His eare, which now difdaines you, 

7 A. Come up to me. 

Quit me of thefe cold Gyves ,give me a Sword 
Though it be ruftie,and the charity 
Of one mealc lend mejCome before me then 
A good Sword in thy hand, and doe but fay 
That Emily is thine, l will forgive 
The trefpafie thou haft done me,yca my life 
If then thou carry‘c,and brave foules in /hades 
That have dyde manly ,which will feeke ofme 
Somencwesfrom earth, they Hull get none but this 
That thou art brave, and noble. - 
Arc. Be content, 

Againe betake you to your hawthorne houfe. 

With counfaik of the night, I will be here 
With whokfoaic viands ; thele impediments 


Will 
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